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One 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Dramady as always for the beta work *hugs* And for letting me play in her little world. And eeek | 


wrote Jase. *q* 


Pushing the magazine aside, he pads through the house, completely quiet now that the kids have moved out. 
All except one. It's now their base. It had been his home for twelve weeks and it was now going to be theirs. 


Close enough to his own studio that it wasn't too much of a problem and somewhere central for Tommy to 


come back to after his Motley Crue shit to rest his head. 


Gilby has his sympathy on that one; he already knew what kind of state Tommy can and does get himself into 
when he's far from those he loves, having to work with those his morals and ethics conflict with. The fucked 


up situation that is Motley Crue he wouldn't wish on anyone, let alone on a wolf like Tommy. 


So their new singer had signed on the dotted line, "let go without notice’ ‘shit’ included and he'd watched, 
standing with the others, welcoming him into their band and their family, keeping what he was feeling off his 


face out of his eyes and buried way down deep. 


Quietly opening one of the doors, he leans against the frame watching the younger man sleep, a small grin 
crossing his lips. The kid was going to have such a head in the morning, but it wouldn't be the first time he'd 
seen him suffering. There had been Vegas after all. 


Stepping in, he shucks his clothes, throwing them down so that they join the other man's on the floor before 


crawling into bed beside him. Smiling as he gets a mumbled ‘Jase? and a warm body curling round his. 


He knew that he was going to be for the high jump when TLee and Gilby eventually worked it out as they 
would on the road. But right now, this was too new and he wanted to keep it to himself. 


Aside from that fact that his private life was just that: private and his alone. It wasn't that he hid his 
sexuality; he just didn't shout it from the tree tops. And if others chose to believe he was straight, then he 


wasn't going to disabuse them of the idea. 


Though late at night, in the dark when he couldn't sleep and there wasn't someone that he cared for next to 
him, then he might admit that playing the white bread, straight, mid-west farm boy was self-defense. A way 


for protecting himself and those he cared for. 


"You're thinking too loudly, man" The sleepy amused voice mumbles into his shoulder as a leg is thrown over 
his before breathing evens out again. Smiling, he pets surprisingly soft hair before tightening his arms round 
his lover, the words they'd not yet spoken on the tip of his tongue before he stills them. There would be a 
right time and a place and this wasn't it. 


In the silence the thoughts really begin to circle. ‘This has got to work out. Fucking got to." Robbing him of the 


need to sleep. 


Leaving him staring out into the darkness. 


